232                           LAND AND SEA
on with my friend's letter It told me how the brig
on the reef, looted by the natives from the coast villages,
acquired gradually the lamentable aspect, the grey
ghostlmess of a wreck, while Jasper, fading daily into
a mere shadow of a man, strode brusquely all along the
"front"5 with horribly lively eyes and a faint, fixed smile
on his lips, to spend the day on a lonely spit of sand
looking eagerly at her, as though he had expected some
shape on board to rise up and make some sort of sign
to him over the decaying bulwarks The Mesmaos
were taking care of him as far as it was possible The
Bonito case had been referred to Batavia, where no
doubt it would fade away in a fog of official papers*
. . It was heartrending to read all this That
active and zealous officer. Lieutenant Heemskirk, his
air of sullen, darkly pained self-importance not light-
ened by the approval of his action conveyed to him
unofficially, had gone on to take up his station in the
Moluccas. .
Then, at the end of the bulky, kindly meant epistle,
dealing with the island news of half a year at least, my
friend wrote* UA couple of months ago old Nelson
turned up here, arriving by the mail-boat from Java.
Came to see Mesman, it seems* A rather mysterious
visit, and extraordinarily short, after coming all that
way. He stayed just four days at the Orange House
with apparently nothing in particular to do, and then
caught the south-going steamer for the Straits I
remember people saying at one time that Allen was
rather sweet on old Nelson's daughter, the girl that
was brought up by Mrs Harley and then went to live
with him at the Seven Isles group. Surely you remem-
ber old Nelson-----"
Remember old Nelson!   Rather1
The letter went on to inform me further that old